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After the ordeal of the Hindenburg line during the spring and summer of 1917 the 2nd Bn HAC was
in bad need of period of rest. During August & September the Bn was brought up to strength and
trained the new drafts. But then at the end of September they went back into the line. They were
ordered to the ill-omened Ypres Salient, where the long-drawn struggle for the Passchendaele
Ridge was raging. Here the 2nd H.A.C. was to undergo another terrifying ordeal.
Sept. 29th

“Throughout August and September fighting in Flanders and elsewhere had continued with great
vigour, and by the end of September many divisions were in need of a rest. On September 28th,
therefore, the 2nd H.A.C. had to leave Quelmes (where the billets were handed over to a battalion
from the Nieuport front), marched to Arques and entrained for Godewaersveldt. They were
billeted for the night near Caestre.”2
“ZILLEBEKE was a pleasure trip for the good people of Ypres until July I914. After that fateful month its
pleasures declined rapidly, and it became unhealthy long before a concentration of German artillery smashed all
the buildings over a certain height, and made “mice holes" in the lower parts.
I t was a nasty mess of wood and bricks as the battalion marched wearily through. Off the main street they
caught a glimpse of the church smashed almost beyond recognition. On the side of a terrible hovel hung the red
triangle of the Y.M.C.A., and a little lower down, the plain enamelled sign of the Church Army -two oases in a
desert of ruin- while here and there men watched from the sandbagged holes in which they evidently existed.
To many of the men dragging along under their loads, Zillebeke was the first sight of war's work, and it struck
them very forcibly, but later they were to look on it as quite a healthy resort, where a riotous hour could be
spent, drinking hot tea out of condensed milk tins in a cellar, splendidly illuminated by two carefully shaded
candles. At present, however, it was a dreadful reminder of War; the wreckage left on the beach after the tide
had subsided. Full-tide was a few miles farther, in the direction of the Ypres salient, from which came that
muffled roar that sounded like fifty distant zoos. Packs were dumped at a camp a foot deep in mud, and the
troops altered their equipment to battle order, and prepared to rest their weary limbs on the muddy floors of
their tents.” 1

Sept.30th

“Moving on the 30th into dug-outs at Zillebeeke, the Brigade taking over the Polygon Wood sector
of the line. "B" Company sustained seven casualties from aeroplane bombs on the way to
Zillebeeke.”
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“They moved forward again next day, nearer to that roar, passing on the way several dead mules who had
evidently died some years before.
Dusk was deepening into night as they neared a large sheet of water, and there was little noise beyond the
tramping of feet, and that omnipresent rumble. Suddenly away on the right there was a terrific crash, followed
by a blinding glare. Heads jerked up suddenly from their droop, hands gripped rifles, but the steady tramp
proceeded without a hitch. Some well-informed person told all and sundry that the noise proceeded from a
fifteen-inch naval gun, truck-mounted, and running wherever rails could be laid.
A few minutes later Lambert heard the powerful hum of an aeroplane. It sounded near, and the next instant
there was a splitting roar in an adjacent field, then a rush of wind, another crash, and he found himself in the
ditch. Most of the platoon were with him.
“That's the stuff to give 'em," said the platoon officer, thinking of the big gun. A glance round and he found that
all his men had disappeared.
“What the hell are you up to?" he shouted, "out of it. On the road. What in ... "
"We've been bombed, sir," said an aggrieved voice. “There are some men hit."
The casualties were left in the charge of stretcher- bearers and the battalion moved on, the recruits "blooded."
The man walking on Lambert's left was missing; a decent sized lump of bomb had put his ankle out of gear
permanently. Thoroughgood was on the right and walked a hundred yards without comment.
“Look at my rifle, Lambo,” he said quietly.
For a foot from the muzzle the woodwork had disappeared. Some sharp splinter had cut through it as clean as a
whistle, and the rifle had been slung two inches from the little man's head. Lambert's half-patronising, halfcontemptuous liking for a smaller, less robust man deepened suddenly into admiration and envy.
The battalion rested for the night in a magnificent dug-out on the banks of Zillebeke Lake. Cut in the side of a
railway embankment, it extended for a long distance, with paths and rooms and hundreds of wire mattresses in
tiers.”1

Oct. 1st

“Lambert slept quite well that night. After a month or two of hard ground, the yielding wires were an immense
relief to his aching legs and sore joints. At dawn a thunderous roar aroused him, then another, which shook the
huge cavern from end to end. He slipped quietly to the entrance, and was flung backwards by a powerful
draught of wind.
Framed in the entrance was a picture he never forgot.
From all sides darted flashes of brilliant fire, a perfect aurora of flame, silhouetting squat bushes, shattered tree
trunks and pock-marked fields gleaming with water. In the sky gleamed dozens of brilliant blue lights, varied by
showers of lovely golden balls, while in the higher air there was a continuous drone of planes, and frequent
explosions that shook the world.
Lambert saw the fireworks; the brilliant gun flashes from an enormous circle, the sudden glares of shells
bursting in our territory, but all appeared to fire or explode without individual noise. All sound merged into a
continuous ear-splitting roar that dulled his brain, and he could only pick out the occasional, inimitable thunder
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of the Is-inch naval gun firing from the railway above. The composite effect was lovely, awful, wonderful and
terrifying.
He caught a glimpse of another watcher, “Something' doing'," he murmured, hoping that his voice was calm. It
did not matter what he said. The keenest ear could not have picked up a full- throated shout from a hundred
men. The roar and blinding flashes continued for minutes, dying down at intervals to bearable proportions, then
rising again in a crescendo of nerve-shattering vibrations until Lambert covered his ears and staggered back
into the recesses of the dug-out.
The British were attacking once again, and several thousand muddy and exhausted Prussians dragged along the
road in the chilly dawn.”1

“For some days the Battalion seemed constantly on the move, changing from uncomfortable
quarters near Hallebast Corner-near to Dickebusche, on the main road-to equally uncomfortable
camps in the vicinity of La Clytte and of Dickebusche. Every day there were new developments in
the military situation, and an atmosphere of tension. Ernest Murray, the incomparable Adjutant, as
always, set a fine example of cheerfulness, but even this example would have failed if anyone in the
Battalion had been able to foresee that within a week Murray himself would be among the heroic
dead.
October 1st found the Welch Fusiliers and 22nd Manchesters of the 22nd Brigade in the line in
Jetty Trench, in front of Polygon Wood, where they beat off determined and continuous German
attacks which lasted throughout the day. The Warwicks were at Hooge in support, and the H.A.C. in
reserve near Zillebeeke. On the evening of that day the H.A.C. left their Zillebeeke dug-outs to
relieve the Warwicks in the neighbourhood of Ritz Trench. "A" and " B" Companies were also
detailed as an ammunition carrying party.”2
“Two hundred men were wanted the next afternoon. As they formed up, Thoroughgood subsided into a heap.
The strain of long marches, the narrow escape from the bomb, and the present nerve tension had been too much
for the little man, who had fainted. They carried him to the aid post and administered a restorative and led him
back a few minutes later, white and sick.
What the job was, Lambert knew not. It was veiled in the secrecy so common in the Army, and galling in the
extreme to men with the average allotment of brain, but he determined to keep as near to his pal as possible, if
their work took them through hell itself.
The route lay through damp fields, dotted every- where with huge gun-pits. Under the screens of green
camouflage nets squatted hundreds of great howitzers, mostly covered with tarpaulin of splotchy colours to hide
them from the continuous reconnaissance of enemy planes.
On a rough road stood an “Archie”; its crew posed as though for a photograph, with an officer peering through
strong glasses at distant specks. A short order, repeated in the monotone of long habit, and the wicked, greenand black-slashed barrel deflected. Another order, with its echo; the clanging opening of a door, the insertion of
a shell and the gun fired with a shattering crash. A blob of smoke appeared ten thousand feet up and floated
lazily away, well under the black specks, which appeared and disappeared in dozens every few minutes.
The track merged into a road made of timber baulks, splintered and broken in places, gone altogether
elsewhere. On each side was the debris of years. Broken bricks and lumps of masonry, remains of lorries, broken
tree trunks, shells of all sizes, rusty coils of wire, pieces of leather equipment, ancient tin hats, skulls of dead
animals and here and there graves, the inscriptions on the crosses dull and indistinct.
A dreadful smell pervaded the atmosphere. The odour of rotting wood, decaying flesh and poisoned earth
combined with the sickly smell of cordite and high explosive. The most dreadful atmosphere known to man
floated over the salient, the charnel-house of Europe.
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Shell holes were everywhere, and Lambert noticed with a sense of chill that water stood in them at a foot's
depth, although there had been little rain for a fortnight.
The party struck the Menin Road, lined with high stacks of every kind of war material and crowded with every
conceivable kind of traffic, that split the party into small bodies very effectively. A few hundred yards of
spasmodic marching, and the men fell out on the side of the road. It was not a pleasant spot, and Lambert
interrogated a corporal who joined them.
“Got to take 100,000 rounds of S.A.A. to Brigade Headquarters. Jerry is counter-attacking to-night! "
“Thanks for those few nuts," returned Lambert. In his turn, a few minutes later, he seized one end of a box
containing a thousand cartridges and Thoroughgood seized the other. The little man's face had a sickly pallor
but he seized his end of the eighty-pound load without a word.
The men, burdened with battle order, started across the most awful country conceivable. One side of the road
was the result of Ancient History; the other was modern, painfully, horribly recent. As far as the eye could see
stretched desolate fields, and not a yard of their surface was free of its shell hole. Every scrap of trees, fences,
houses, civilisation in fact, had disappeared, blown into atoms. In their places were holes, reeking evilly of
powder, in which muddy water oozed.
Slipping and sliding, the H.A.C. were guided slowly along. The only indications of any track were roughly painted
boards, bearing a hand pointing to the horror and proclaiming "Brigade X." In the distance, atop a slight rise,
rested a huge, deserted tank.
Fifty yards on a good road is quite far enough for a box of “ammo." That distance on a week-old battlefield is
like ten miles. Men slid all over the place. First one foot went down, then the other. Frequently falls were
complete and man and box came down with a crash. Every few yards the bearers adopted a change of method,
and excellent friends quarrelled violently on behalf of their respective opinions.
Down from the head of the line came admonitions, from the rear encouragement, and vice versa. Breathing
came short and husky with the exertion, and though the gathering dusk brought a chill with it, there were beads
of perspiration on every man's brow. A man had fallen into a hole full of treacherous mud and four men were
needed to extract him, like a cork from a bottle.
Lambert was breathing in short gasps. The box was getting heavier at every step, and the muscles of his arms
ached abominably. Times without number he had slipped and staggered, and on each occasion the jar shocked
every nerve. Thoroughgood plodded on, his head and shoulders arched to such an extent that it was hard to see
his face.
Suddenly there came a low murmur. Then a whine, and away on the left a metallic crash and a high shower of
mud and stones. Another followed in quick succession, then a third and fourth.
The procession halted momentarily and then kept on. Lambert felt his breath stop and the sense of hearing
seemed to leap to its acutest point. Another whine, louder this time, and. a shell burst a hundred yards nearer. It
was followed by its mates. A still louder noise, almost a scream, and his senses jumbled into a tangled mass.
"Body of Christ! Save me!" flashed through his mind, and instinctively he threw himself headlong on the ground.
The same instant everything seemed to blow up, a torrent of earth and muck shot at him with considerable
force, rattling on his tin hat and filling his mouth, eyes and nose. Scarcely believing himself alive, he got to his
knees with an insane desire to laugh.
"Where did that one go to, Erb?” he gurgled foolishly. "Are you-are you hurt, old boy?”
“No," came the faint response, and Thoroughgood scrambled to his feet.
Halts were frequent now. Shells rained on every side, several men lay in the mud with stretcher-bearers binding
their wounds, and the shock seemed to have deprived the others of their vitality.
They rested at the bottom of the only rise to be seen, while the air vibrated with the crashing explosion of high
explosive shells. Time and again every man lay flat on his face as one came perilously near. As the order was
passed along to re-start, a shell burst at the top of the ridge and a lump of jagged metal, large enough to cut
them in two, whizzed by Thorough- good's body and buried itself in the ground near Lambert's head. Neither
said a word and God alone knows what they said in their hearts.
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At the top of the ridge stood a tank, a nasty jagged hole in the side telling a tragic story. A few yards away lay
the body of an Australian, his calm dead face gleaming a dull yellow.
Polygon Wood, the scene of desperate fighting, had started on the other side of that ridge, but all traces of it had
disappeared. There was not a shred of it left. Not only had the trees been blown down, but every trunk had been
blasted to atoms, and every leaf and blade of grass buried beneath tons of mud. Except for deserted pill-boxes
just visible in the gloom the vista was of utter desolation, a nightmare picture of muddy shell holes.
The fatigue party staggered through this ghastly spot, shaking with tension and physical fatigue. Shells burst
everywhere and men ducked their heads, or dropped their boxes time after time. The N.C.O.'s were splendid.
“Keep on, boys," they shouted repeatedly. "That's a long way off. Keep going I Soon be there."
An officer came along and took Thoroughgood's place, and Lambert was so fatigued that he scarcely noticed the
change. Another age-long ten minutes- and he felt the box drag heavily in the mud. With tired eyes he slowly
turned his head and found another assistant, a red-haired boy with blue eyes. His head was sagging from side to
side and he was crying bitterly. All his strength had gone and perforce his end trailed along the ground. Another
of those dreadful screams, and Lambert rose from his crouching position to find the boy lying beside him in a
welter of blood.
“Sorry, Lambo," he whispered; "I'm beastly tired. “Nasty headache."
Stretcher-bearers-heroes to a man on that and every other occasion-hurried up and took charge of the wounded
boy, while another seized the rope
handle of the box.
.
"Come along, sonny. Another hundred yards! “he said, and the fact that he was fifteen years the junior did not
matter. Lambert went, but his strength was gone.
“I can't, I'm done I Let me die I “he panted.”All right, sonny I Go and die in that shell hole I"
Lambert subsided into a heap on its muddy side and panted horribly, while his companion calmly watched the
shells bursting. He allowed a few minutes to elapse and then induced Lambert to make an effort, and that
worthy used his last ounce of strength in depositing his burden in the large hole dug within easy distance of "The
Mound," a large rifle butt, now full of dug-outs, and used as Brigade Headquarters.
Lambert staggered, rather than walked, on the return journey. Limbs were shaking and aching, his head was
swimming, and through his brain ran a jumble of prayers and curses, thoughts of home, and unending questions
that half framed themselves and then faded into foolish meaningness.
.
Shells burst everywhere, but he no longer cared or troubled to stop and duck. Physical endurance seemed to
have reached its limits, and he hoped that one would hit him and end the misery.
Happening to glance round, he noticed a red light shoot into the sky, followed by a white arid a yellow. In an•
instant a huge semi-circle of fire blazed in front. of him, and the greatest concatenation of sound he had ever
conceived burst upon his ears. Words fail to describe the incredible pandemonium. It was hellish I Ten thousand
raging, devastating thunder- storms rolled into one was only an approximation of that appalling outburst.
Personal feeling died before that earth-shattering storm of Plan-killing metal. The private stumbled on,
unconscious of energy, his mind unable to recognise that the continuous whines overhead were shells leaving,
not coming. He did not know that he was completely exhausted until he fell on his wire mattress in Railway
Embankment, fully dressed, and slept like a log.
Many men were killed and wounded on that trip to "The Mound," but "Jerry” had counter-attacked in force and
had only been beaten back by that colossal barrage and the wonderful firing of the front-line troops, who had
wanted those 100,000 rounds.
The Brigadier-General congratulated the H.A.C. on their fine work in not “losing" a box. He knew those shell
holes, and was not unaware of the fact that the enemy had the track "taped” to an inch, and shelled it
continuously.”1
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Oct. 2th

“The following day reconnaisance of routes to the front line took place, but in the evening the
Battalion had orders to return to Dickebusche. On the same day Capt. Bower left for the senior
officers' course at Aldershot, and Capt. D. M. BIuett took command of " B" Company.”2
Oct. 3th

“ October 3rd there was a conference of Battalion Commanders at Brigade Headquarters, and the
Battalion was equipped with battle stores. Two companies were engaged for several hours on this
day carrying duck-boards from Hooge towards the front line.”2
“The demands of modern war are insatiable, and several hundred men from the H.A.C. and Manchesters had to
make that little trip again a day or two later. This time each man carried a “duck-board," stout boards strongly
nailed to thick baulks of timber.
To balance them and walk along the treacherous track was a feat in itself: the weight was so great that all
desire for life died before the journey was a quarter over, but perhaps because of that fact the inevitable If
strafe" lost much of its effect and the brave boys kept going as though shells were rain drops.
Engineers superintended the work, and a wonderful duck-board track grew slowly over that dreadful morass.
There were many more casualties, but the journey to “The Mound" was never so terrible after- wards, and the
work was immortalised by a picture in a daily picture paper. It showed six men walking in a fog and was as
much like the real thing as an elephant resembles a butterfly.
A cinematograph picture by the finest camera in the world would not have done justice to the energies of the
British Army during those days. Field guns had been dragged over a mile of that clogging mud; swarms of men
were laying railway lines upon which would run enormous pieces of artillery, and all the time enemy shells burst
round and among them. Lambert felt a glow of pride run through his weary heart. This army could never be
beaten, unless they all died!
Staggering "home," with every limb aching and head drooping with complete exhaustion, he heard the whistle
of a shell. Dimly he realised that it was very near but he was too indifferent to alter his movements. The next
second and there was a colossal explosion, and a fountain of smoke fifty feet high mounted to the heavens in
front of him.
He stopped dead, fell flat, got up again, ran forward and then back as though the fiend were after him. Earth
and stones hit him, and rattled on his tin hat like rain; great clods of clay pounded into the earth on either side,
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and all kinds of debris rained down for several minutes before clear thinking returned and he felt fit to resume
the journey.
A battery of 18-pounders had been brought up, and “Jerry" had hit the ammunition dump. Where the guns had
been there was a hole twenty feet deep. Men were already digging to try and save buried gunners, and a
hundred yards away Lambert walked mournfully past the covered body of a friend, killed at that distance by a
flying piece of shell.”1

Oct. 4th

“On October 4th the H.A.C. again moved to the neighbourhood of Ritz Trench and took over
accommodation east of Zillebeeke Lake. An attack on a large scale was made on the enemy's
positions early that morning by the 20th and 91st Brigades of the 7th Division in association with
other divisions. These two brigades took all their objectives and captured 376 prisoners. It appears
that this attack had anticipated a strong German attack by about ten minutes. The British barrage
therefore descended on an area packed with troops formed up for the advance, and the
tremendous casualties inflicted demoralized the survivors. The 22nd Brigade, being the Brigade in
reserve, was not engaged in this action, but the H.A.C. had been detailed to be in readiness to take
over, if necessary, the position of one of the reserve battalions of the 91st Brigade. The 21st
Division, attacking on the right of the 7th Division, were unfortunately held up and failed to secure
all their objectives, a fact full of importance in connection with subsequent operations.”2

Barrage map
for attack
October 4th
1917
IWM
M86_17
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“The British attack on October 4th anticipated a big German effort, for which many troops had been massed,
with the immediate result that the barrage which preceded the British attack caught the German lines
crowded with men and did tremendous damage. Indeed, when the British advanced they found the Germans
in quite unusual force but, what was equally unusual, for the most part BO shaken and demoralized that they
put up a feeble resistance and surrendered freely.
Sir Douglas Haig's aim in this attack was to secure the main line of the ridge East of Zonnebeke on a sevenmile front from the Menin road to the Ypres-Staden railway. The Seventh Division was fourth from the right
of the twelve employed in the attack and had as its objective the ruined hamlet of Noordemdhoek on the
Broodseinde- Becelaere road, just East of which it was to establish itself. On the Seventh's right the TwentyFirst Division was attacking Reutel, the Fifth and Thirty-Seventh beyond it carrying on the line across the
Menin road, though here it was not intended to press the attack to the same depth as in the centre and on the
left. Once the main ridge was secured the chief effort was to be given a more Northerly direction; indeed the
Tenth Corps, in. which the Seventh Division was now included, was merely trying to secure much the same
line as that taken up by the Division on October 19th, 1914, along the high ground from the Broodseinde
cross-roads Southward, from which good observation would be obtained over the Heutebeck valley, the
Keiberg spur, and the lower ground over which General Capper's men had made their abortive attack on
Menin.
The Seventh Division was employing two brigades in the attack, the 91st on the right, the 20th on the left.
There were two main objectives, the first a Red Line about a quarter of a mile short of the BroodseindeBecelaere road, the second a Blue Line 600 yards farther on. Each brigade was using one battalion only to
take the Red Line, the 8th Devons and the South Staffords being those detailed. For the Blue Line the 20th
Brigade would put in the Borders on the right and the Gordons on the left, keeping the 9th Devons in Brigade
reserve; the 91st Brigade was using the 22nd Manchesters with the 21st Manchesters as supports and the
Queen's as reserve. The forming-up line was marked by a tape 50 yards behind the existing front-line posts
in Jubilee Trench; each brigade took about 500 yards of frontage and the assaulting battalions were closed
up to a depth of 120 yards, with the supporting battalions 200 yards behind. The barrage was to open 150
yards beyond the front tape and cover the first 200 yards in 8 minutes, then slowing down to 100 yards in 6
minutes. After the capture of the Red Line it was to remain 200 yards in front for an hour and a half, when it
would lift again, moving 100 yards in 8 minutes, till the Blue Line should be reached, three hours after H
Zero."
The slow pace of the barrage represented accurately enough the difficulties of moving over such ground as
confronted the Seventh Division, and it was well that more rapid progress had not been expected, as shortly
before "Zero" it began to rain, making the ground extremely slippery and the going very bad. Luckily it had
been dry while the troops were moving into their assembly positions, and with just enough light to move by,
well-picketed tracks, and a time-table that made ample allowances for contingencies, the assembly had been
carried out without a hitch. The German shelling was being mainly directed against the back areas and
casualties were not numerous," though several liaison officers of the 20th Brigade were hit and both the
Queen's and the 21st Manchesters were heavily shelled. "Zero" was fixed for 6 a.m., but about an hour earlier
the Germans started a barrage just between the front line and the supports, which the rear companies of the
leading battalions rendered ineffectual by closing up to the front. Then at 6 a.m. the British barrage started
and 8th Devons and South Staffords moved forward together, Colonel Worrall of the Devons promptly
utilizing part of his second line to fill a gap of 150 yards which had been found to exist between their inner
flanks. The British barrage gave the attacking battalions the greatest possible satisfaction: it was accurate,
regular, and most effective, while its slow pace enabled the infantry to keep well up with it. Both battalions
had several pill-boxes to tackle, but they were prepared for that; and while Lewis gunners engaged the pillboxes in front bombers and riflemen worked round to the rear and rushed them. The Germans were in
unusual strength but proved strangely ready to surrender: the 8th Devons took over 200 prisoners without
having half that number of casualties; and the South Staffords, who found a lot of enemy in small pits covered
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over with brushwood to escape observation from the air, disposed of large numbers with the bayonet. The
prisoners came from three different divisions, the 4th Guard and the 19th and 45th Reserve; and it was
elicited from them that the first and last of these had reinforced the 19th, the normal garrison of the line, for
a counter-attack which the British had anticipated by ten minutes. The British barrage had therefore
descended on an area packed with troops, and the tremendous casualties it had inflicted had taken the heart
out of the survivors. The Red Line was thus taken well up to time and at a low cost; and then, in accordance
with the programme, the supporting battalions took up the hunt.
It was 8.10 when the advance to the Blue Line started. As before the barrage was excellent and the troops
kept well up to it; the Gordons indeed were on their objective five minutes before time. The Australians,
however, had diverged slightly from their line and in keeping touch with them the Gordons also had got too
far to the left, so the Borders found themselves with more than their share of the front to hold, which led to
their companies getting split up; but they also had had little difficulty in securing their objective and had
suffered little. Thus the 20th Brigade had fared very well-it had done all that was asked of it without calling
on its reserve battalion, and could settle down to consolidating its gains with the knowledge that it had
inflicted on the enemy far heavier losses than it had suffered. Up to midday the 8th Devons had only lost 120
all told, the Gordons had got off with a mere 70 casualties and the Borders had not many more.
The 9Ist Brigade had been less fortunate. It quickly became clear that the Twenty-First Division had not kept
pace with the Seventh, and that the 9Ist Brigade's right was not covered. Even in advancing to the Blue Line
the South Staffords had been enfiladed from the right, though an' officer of the Machine-Gun Company, who
was accom- panying their rear wave, promptly shifted his two Vickers guns to that flank and engaged the
enemy with good effect till the 3rd/4th Queen's, the Twenty-First Division's left battalion, came level and
made things secure. When the 22nd Manchesters advanced towards the second objective, their left making
for the “In der Star Cabaret”, where they expected to get touch with the Borders, they came under machinegun fire from Joiner's Rest and were checked. The 21st Manchesters reinforced them with three companies
and helped them to secure the Blue Line, but their casualties were heavier than those of the 20th Brigade,
and the position was none too satisfactory as the Twenty-First Division was still behind. The 22nd Brigade,
back in reserve near Zillebeke Lake, was therefore warned to hold two battalions in readiness to reinforce;
and soon after noon General Shoubridge ordered the 9Ist Brigade to form a defensive flank on the right.
To assist in this the Queen's were ordered forward from their reserve position near Hooge, but their C.O.,
Major Driver, was hit and mortally wounded just as the order reached him; his senior company commander
was wounded a few minutes later and there was some delay before the next senior officer could get the
battalion started. When the Queen's reached the South Staffords' headquarters Colonel Beaumann placed
two companies along Jolting Houses Road, facing South so as to form the defensive flank, with another in
Jetty Trench and the fourth back in reserve at the Butte in Polygon Wood.
By this means the 91st Brigade's front had been made fairly secure before nightfall. Touch had been obtained
with the Twenty-First Division's left West of Reutel; strong points were constructed at positions of tactical
importance, the 528th Field Company building two on the 9Ist Brigade's right to strengthen that exposed
point, Vickers guns were placed to support the defensive flank and to sweep the Eastern slopes of the ridge;
and mean- while the South Staffords, working indefatigably, had put a second line into a good state of
defence with a good field of fire to the Eastward. Similar work was being done in the 20th Brigade's area by
the 8th Devons, who after" mopping up" systematically-whereby they added considerably to the bag of
prisoners-had started consolidating the Red Line.
October 4th had been among the most successful days of "Third Ypres." Practically everywhere the
objectives had been reached, over 5,000 prisoners had been taken, and by Ludendorff's own admission the
Germans had suffered "enormous" casualties.”3
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Oct. 5th & Oct. 6th

“On October 5th the H.A.C. once more returned to Dickebusche, and on the 6th orders were given,
and afterwards cancelled, for the Battalion to move forward again towards the front line. The
weather was by this time extremely bad, rain falling hard each day.”2
Oct. 7th

“The Battalion moved up to the line on the night of the 7th/8th, two officers, 2nd Lieuts, C. J.
Corbett and S. A Thompson, and fifteen other ranks being wounded on the way up. The Battalion
moved by cross-country tracks past Hooge and onwards through Polygon Wood, the latter part of
the road consisting of a single duck-board track amid a wilderness of shell holes of every size. .The
heavy and continuous rain had turned the country-side into one vast morass, the mud being of
such depth and tenacity that any man who slipped off the wooden track was rescued by his
comrades with the greatest difficulty, and it was quite impossible for a man to extricate himself
without assistance. The Battalion came under shell fire in Polygon Wood, where the track was
enfiladed by a high-velocity gun. One shell fell on the track between "C" and "D" Companies, killing
and wounding half a dozen men. The Battalion rested for a while at the Mound and picked up
guides, but came under a heavy barrage on the way to Jolting House Trench and sustained further
casualties. Immediately after arrival at their destination a shell knocked out the four platoon
sergeants of "D" Company.2
“All the men felt an approximation of this lust as they set out on their third journey along their “Via Dolorosa."
Ninety per cent of them knew nothing of the work to be done, but the crushing load each carried suggested
serious business. In addition to the usual battle order, full complement of ammunition and gas masks, there
were many Lewis guns, bomb-bags crowded with Mills' bombs, Hale's grenades, smoke bombs, S.O.S. rockets,
and all the regalia of an attacking force to be humped, and each man resembled a pack mule.
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They set out heavily weighted, not only with foreboding, but solid metal, and how war correspondents could
have talked of troops marching cheerfully to battle is beyond a soldier's imagination. They plodded manfully
along a new timber track, keeping on when nature told them to stop; helping one another along as much as
possible; giving warning of broken holes or timbers dug by shells, and every man assisting the other to “get
there" somehow, anyhow. They shared the track with ponies and mules carrying shells to the forward guns; a
wonderful procession that seemed unending, ridden by tin-hatted R.F.A. men with eyes wide open for pitfalls;
and animals picking their steps on the broken track with wonderful precision. The guns were quiet for the first
hour or so, and Lambert, between gasps, had murmured that “Jerry” was having his, tea when a quartette of
shells whinnied over and burst a short distance away. Then began the usual “strafe," but familiarity breeds
resignation in war (not contempt, with showers of 5.9s) and the column kept on steadily. The ammunition
ponies had evidently “delivered the goods," for they commenced the return journey. Lambert felt his breath stop
as the first of them passed him. With cocked ears, distended nostrils, and hoarse breathing, the little animal
pounded over the track like a thing possessed, its rider crouching over its neck like a Yankee jockey. Close at its
heels came another, and nose to tail the animals thundered over the timber at an, astonishing pace. They
jumped holes and large splinters of wood, rushed giddily down slippery slopes and charged up inclines, poured
in a line through the smoke of exploded shells, and disappeared into the distance like an overdue express. Those
beasts knew the Ypres salient I Their route led past the ill-omened “Mound," skirted a hole full of dead men and
led into a deep trench cut in the mud. They relieved a regiment of the Devons, who resembled a collection of men
in an advanced stage of petrification. Every face was stone grey, with staring eyes and chattering teeth. In the
narrowness of the trench it was inevitable that the H.A.C. should crash into their fellows as they struggled along
to their positions. Men collided violently, rifles hit bodies or tin hats, toes were trodden into the mud, but not a
curse or expostulation came from the Devons, who seemed too dazed or frozen with cold or horror to
understand that their relief had actually arrived. For some unknown reason the trench was called “Jolting
Horse," and Lambert could only surmise that the reverberations of the earth during the incessant "strafing" had
been the reason. It was the “support" trench and the enemy knew it. He had had it once and his shooting was as
accurate as the margin of error would allow. Drizzling rain fell throughout the night, and the men sat low down
in the earth, their ground-sheets round their shoulders, or over their tin hats, listening and waiting for what
might be. Shells crashed everywhere. Thin points of light flashed in the background. The air was full of whines
and shrieks, interspersed with roars, and over everything floated a pall of smoke, reeking of powder and
poisoned dust. Showers of earth and stone fell incessantly; at frequent intervals a considerable portion of the
trench fell in completely, or partially, burying the men beneath, necessitating immediate digging in the first
case, and a desperate spluttering heave of the shoulders in the other. A thunderous roar, flash of flame, and a
reek of cordite told of direct hits, and whispers would pass along the trench from each end, converging on the
men nearest the blue-back hole that marred its symmetry. "Who's hit? Who's hit? Who's hit?" Sometimes the
answer came back, sometimes it did
not. Men who had escaped death by
some miraculous decree of
Providence could hardly feel and
found speech impossible with their
bodies and clothes spattered with
the blood of their friends. Men
disappeared that night absolutely
and utterly. Others could be seen
when daylight came-lying quietly,
yards outside the trench.”1
Map Reutel 06/09/1917 IWM MA_750
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Oct. 8th

“October 8th passed without incident other than desultory shelling. In the evening a party of
twenty men under a N.C.O. was sent to the Mound to bring up trench stores. After passing safely
through a barrage to their destination, a stray shell killed and wounded twelve men. Six more men
were detailed to take the places of the casualties, but on the return journey the party lost its way in
the pitch darkness and pouring rain, and sustained further casualties from the incessant shelling.
Finally the N.C.O. and three men arrived in "D" Company's lines, only to meet a shell which
wounded the three privates, leaving the N.C.O. the sole survivor of his party. Meanwhile the ground
in front had been reconnoitred and preparations completed for the attack ordered for the morning
of the 9th.”2
“Lambert was at the extreme end of the trench, and throughout the night, and the next day, a procession of men
passed him on the way to the aid post at "The Mount." All kinds of men and boys, with all kinds of wounds. Some
holding arms tightly, their teeth clenched and faces working; some holding their heads and moaning with
intolerable pain; others smiling in a ghastly semi-insane condition. During the night, and early dawn, men
carried or escorted the poor fellows to the aid post, but at frequent intervals during the night Lambert was
surrounded by a dreadful gathering of wounded, unable to face the storm of shells. Daylight brought fresh
terrors. As soon as the light got strong, enemy snipers fired at the slightest target and the uninjured men heard
with horror that crack and "ping," as their chums made the dangerous journey. Nobody moved about in daylight
with impunity. Stretcher-bearers, whose names should be set in diamonds on some immortal memorial, went
out, time after time, trying to bring back "stretcher cases” from the battalion who had attacked near
Passchendaele Ridge. They crossed shell-swept “No Man's Land” on their errand of mercy, and always the enemy
fired on them, although their telescopic sights must have shown them the work in progress. Shots followed them
from start to finish, and for coldly calculated bravery their persistence was hard to beat, even in a war teeming
with heroism. As soon as a man was hit, a "reserve" took his place, and many a poor devil, racked with agony,
had cause to bless the “base-wallahs," and did so fervently. Lambert peered cautiously over the parapet as one
party returned with its burden. Bullets spattered right and left, behind and in front, but the heroes kept on
steadily and lowered their stretcher carefully into the trench. Another crack, a moan of pain, and one of the
carriers held a bleeding wrist high in the air, and then fell headlong. Lambert ground his teeth, and swore
furiously in a paroxysm of rage that produced a faint smile from Thoroughgood, sitting quietly a hundred yards
away. Hours passed on leaden wings and the men sat patiently in the mud waiting for night, almost oblivious of
the drizzle, or the infernal shower of shells that scarcely ceased. They ate and drank little, although a fatigue
party had lost many men bringing up rations through the enemy barrage. The bread was sodden and broken,
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but many lives had been lost bringing it. Some hours after darkness had fallen a whisper ran along the line:
“Prepare to move!"
A TAPE had been run from "supports" to the" jumping-off" line. It guided the companies who were to attack over
dark fields, dotted with low bushes and innumerable shell holes, down a slope to a foul swamp deep in
treacherous mud, which had to be crossed carefully, in single file, to avoid a muddy death. Shells burst in the
middle of the regiment as the various sections were bundled into position. Officers and sergeants shouted and
pushed, sections collided in the pitch darkness; were posted here and there, and eventually reached a third
point, and all seemed confusion, with ghastly death grinning overhead. It was about the hour when the human
frame is dubbed at its weakest when the various platoons found their places, and huddled together in shallow
trenches a foot deep in the mud. For the first time in those long days of horror a definite statement was given to
"the men.”. It was definite enough at last! “We attack this morning. Our barrage opens at 3.50!" There was no
mention of objective. So far as Lambert knew they had to go on until killed, captured, or were marching on the
long road to Germany; but this lack of orders did not worry him at the moment. His mind was full of a confused
mixture of thoughts of home, prayers for strength and a queer sympathy for his comrades, sitting so motionless
in the muddy pools”1

Oct. 9th

“The purpose of this attack was to straighten out the sharp salient in which the right of the Division
had been left owing to the 21st Division not having secured their final objectives on October 4th; in
addition it was desired to capture Judge Cottage, Judge Copse and the village of Reutel, whence
valuable observation could be obtained by the enemy over the valley of Reutel Beek. The task
allotted to the 2nd H.AC. was to capture the village of Reutel and gain touch with the 5th Division
about Juniper Cottage, while that of the 2nd Warwicks, on the left of the H.AC., was to capture Judge
Copse and Judge Cottage and ground as far as the eastern limits of Reutel. The whole area was a
vast sea of mud, which made the assembly unusually difficult. Dispositions for the attack were as
under:
"C" Company on the right under Capt. D. Brunton.
"D" Company on the left under Lieut. C. W. Sanders.
"A" Company in support under Capt. F. A Garrett.
"B" Company in reserve under Capt. D. M. Bluett.
Between 6 and 9 p.m. on the 8th the forming-up tape was laid out by Lieut. S. E. Sandle, M.C., D.C.M.,
and by 4 am the forming-up was complete. Heavy casualties were sustained, however, in the
process of assembly, so Lieut.-Col. O'Connor attached two platoons of "A" Company to "C" and "D"
Companies respectively for the assault. On the 8th, and before the hour of attack on the 9th, the
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casualties had included 2nd Lieuts. S. C. East and H. B. Belder and about 40 other ranks. At 5.30a.m.
the assault began.”2
“Now and again he murmured a few words to the man next him, a fat, jolly-faced Londoner, brimming with
good humour; but a shock ran through him as he caught a glimpse of his friend's face in the red glare of an
explosion. The round cheeks had fallen in; deep lines were graven on the freckled face, and all the merry twinkle
had disappeared from the staring eyes. “Buck up, old dear! It'll be all right! "No! No! This ends it. My-my poor
girl. We love one another so much. We were going to be married during my leave. Now..."
His voice trailed away into nothingness and Lambert could say no more. For the first time he saw the look, and
heard the voice, of one of those men who knew definitely that their last day had come. It became a familiar,
unexplainable phenomenon, but the first instance shocked him into silence. He sat stock still, wondering dully if
this was his last day also. Just before 3.50 the men crawled out of the mud and walked leisurely to their
positions. An unnatural stillness had fallen over everything, prolonging seconds into illimitable measures of
time, and eternities passed as Lambert knelt on the mud, peering into the dark. A series of screams through the
air and hell broke loose. With a swift sweep of the arm, the platoon officer pointed to the dark void ahead”1

“Five minutes later the enemy's counter barrage came down and caused considerable damage to
"A" Company, and heavy machine-gun fire was reported from Judge Copse. This continued
intermittently for many hours, Capt. Garrett and 2nd Lieut. L. J. Shelbourne being wounded and
2nd Lieut. R. G. Goddard killed about this time.
Before 6 a.m. isolated parties of men had gained their objectives, but communication with
Battalion Headquarters was most difficult, and it was not until nearly midday that definite
information was obtained to the effect that the H.AC. had quite early reached their final objective in
the village of Reutel, shooting down many Germans as they retreated, and had established posts on
the west and south-east corners of the cemetery. These posts were reported to have no officers
except 2nd Lieut. F. A Kup, who was lying badly wounded. The left of "D" Company and the
supporting platoon of "A" Company had considerable fighting in the neighbourhood of the
cemetery, one pill-box at least being accounted for, and the eight occupants killed. "C" Company
Ypres Salient, Passchendaele

Page 14

Reutel: October 9th 1917
2n Bn HAC
PBI.intheHAC@
telenet.be

also carried a " pill- box" after a stiff fight, in which 2nd Lieut. R. C. D. Moore, Sergt. Longhurst, and
most of No. 12 Platoon were killed. The German garrison were shot down as they withdrew.
At 10.35 a.m. Capt. Murray, the Adjutant of the Battalion, went forward to attempt to obtain more
accurate information and to clear up the situation, which was then very obscure. Capt. Murray
made towards the western edge of Reutel and juniper Cottage, but apparently lost direction,
passed unchallenged through a post of a battalion of Leicesters, and advanced beyond the British
lines, when he was shot dead by a party of Germans. This gallant officer was observing the enemy's
position from a shell hole when he was shot in the chest, but endeavoured to continue his
observations and was shot through the head. By midday the casualties to officers included, in
addition to those already mentioned, Capt. D. Brunton, 2nd Lieuts. P. C. Blissett and R. Meldrum
(killed), and 2nd Lieut. M. Foyle (wounded). Indeed, no officer of those who took part in the assault
now remained unwounded.”2
“Up jumped the long line and into pandemonium they ran. Straight forward into a world afire, shaking with
appalling crashes of high explosives; the metallic explosions of overhead shrapnel; the deadly song of
concentrated machine guns. Men toppled over immediately. The symmetrical line became jagged. The platoon
officer disappeared; the section commander dropped heavily and rolled over; motioning onwards as he lay. The
platoon sergeant was nowhere to be seen and only one thought occurred to Lambert: "Get on!”
The greatest concentration of enemy artillery that the glorious 7th Division had ever experienced in their long
record of terrible fighting had dropped upon them at the instant that the British drumfire had opened. Lots
were killed. Officers and N.C.O.'s had gone. They must go on. No use going back. The world was mad. "You're in
charge, Ross," he howled excitedly, as he ran and stumbled over the broken earth and through the clinging mud.
Ross turned and grinned, and Lambert remembered him standing on the fire-step in "Jolting Horse" Trench
calmly watching shells burst almost in his face. This was the man to lead! Up a long field the remainder of the
section charged, tripping and jumping over barbed wire and poor motionless bodies; taking no notice of the
bullets that whined unceasingly around them, or the jagged fragments of iron that crashed around them like
giant hailstones. Into a narrow trench, lying just under the top of a ridge, they bundled, and over the top like a
pack of hounds. In the feeble rays of the early dawn appeared the enemy line. It ran at right angles round the
village of Reutel, one arm running down the slope, another cutting away to their left. Some yards behind the
trenches was a pill-box: a squat square of white concrete, spitting out bullets in an unending stream. Right away
on the left, more spurts of flame and several dark figures in a crouching position. Down on their knees went Ross
and several other men and headlong into a deep shell hole went Lambert. In a second all their rifles cracked out,
and almost simultaneously with the disappearance of the machine gun team, Ross, and those nearest him,
crumpled into a terribly intermingled heap. There was too much noise, too much mental excitement to feel
sorrow at that minute; the mind simply contained a jumble of thoughts. The enemy in sight had disappeared.
Who else was there to kill? Ha! there goes one. Crack! God have mercy! Am I alive? Another clip! Crack! Crack!
Don't fire across my ear, you blasted fool! A Lewis gun crashed out from a hole a few yards to the right, spraying
the German trench and pill-box with a terrific stream of bullets. Great shells from the British guns were sending
buildings in Becelare high in the air; the dreadful line of the German barrage had followed the attackers and
was now bursting behind the ridge. Suddenly the fire from the pill-box ceased, and a shout from the next shell
hole just reached Lambert's ears. He turned and saw a sergeant looking in his direction. ."Fire at that trench,"
came faintly through the uproar. He turned and nodded, and saw with a feeling of sickness the tin hat jump
violently off the man's head, and the immediate fading of life as a bullet crashed through the brain.
Mechanically he fired bullet after bullet at the dun line that wound down the slope, until his rifle smoked and
was too hot to hold longer. Twisting on his side, his feet slid down the muddy bank, and he sat suddenly in a pool
of water that oozed and bubbled at the bottom. The chill seemed to steady him, and he glanced cautiously round
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to take his bearings. Evidently the ridge had been captured, for no firing came from the enemy trench or pillbox. To right and left he could see the tops of tin helmets peeping over the edges of shell holes. The Lewis gun
was silent; its muzzle smoking and its ammunition drums empty. Everywhere his comrades were lying in all
attitudes, many perfectly still, others writhing in pain. For the first time, Lambert realised that he had
companions, a boy whose facial formation resulted in a fixed grin that was annoying in such circumstances and
who had fired right across his face, and a comrade from the same platoon. All the other jolly boys! Where were
they? That straight line that had pressed forward so manfully! Had it dwindled so dreadfully? Lambert did not
dare to answer the questions even to himself. "What do we do now?” he asked irritably, and scrambled into an
upright position. For answer a bullet whizzed into the earth behind him; and now the roar of artillery had
subsided, there came the continuous cracking of snipers' rifles. Many a man survived the attack that day only to
get a bullet through his head. The sniping was fiendish-an inch above the ground level was sufficient excuse for
the immediate crack of a rifle. Inaction is dreadful in times of peace, but add the discomfort of crouching, or
lying, in sticky mud, with legs- up to the knees in a pool of water, and the result is unbearable. After enduring the
discomfort for a couple of hours, Lambert offered to reconnoitre, but a corporal bravely essayed the task of
recrossing the ridge in an endeavour to discover the next move.
He crawled rapidly on hands and knees over the undulating shell holes, gathered himself into a crouching
position and dashed, head well down, for the top. A clever swerve probably saved him, for a bullet practically
touched him, but he was over the top before the next came.
An hour later Lambert happened to notice a head peep cautiously over the edge of the ridge, and a finger
beckoned to him. He passed the word along to his companions, and one by one they made the dangerous trip.
Each man ran or crawled over the muddy flats, plunging down slippery sides of holes, and scrambling up the
others, and gradually working nearer the top, ending up with a frantic rush as the inevitable bullet zipped
perilously near them.
One of the Lewis gun team dragged the heavy gun behind him and paused for a second on the skyline to pull it
after him. A bullet went clean through his wrist, but the brave fellow persisted and that gun was one of the few
that survived that awful day.
Lambert felt a gambler's thrill as his turn came, but Providence was preserving him, and he tumbled safely into
the trench that so many poor boys had rushed through hours before.
It was full of wounded men, and Lambert sickened as he crawled by white-faced, bleeding comrades to where his
platoon sergeant, a taciturn uncouth young man, sat in a "cubby-hole" scraped in the side. His offer to do
anything possible was answered by a nod and he set about making himself useful.
A "cubby-hole" for a poor fellow wounded in the head; a waterproof wrapped round another who was shivering
with cold, a rough bandage round a wounded arm and a careful watch at a gap under observation by the
enemy, helped to keep his mind off the horrors.”2
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“During the day a ration party from the transport lines was caught in a barrage in Polygon Wood
and suffered severely, the casualties including many of the drummers.
Accurate machine-gun fire and sniping
from judge Copse continued to make
communication between the Battalion
forward report centre and the front line
difficult, but soon after midday definite
information was received from the
Warwicks that a gap existed in their line.
This explained the heavy fire brought to
bear on the H.A.C. from their left flank.
The Warwickshires' right was in touch
with the H.A.C. in the neighbourhood of
the cemetery, and a further attack on
judge Copse was being organized. It was
then clear that the front of the H.A. C.
had been extended a further two
hundred yards to the east.
It appeared later that the first wave of
the Warwickshires had passed through the copse, capturing a machine gun and killing the
detachment, but the succeeding waves had not succeeded in completing the mopping up of the
copse, since hostile machine-gun fire continued from it all day, and it was eventually found that the
enemy had five machine guns as well as some snipers in the copse. During the afternoon Lieut.-Col.
O'Connor decided to relieve the remnants of "A," "C" and "D" Companies in Reutel and the
cemetery by "B" Company (Capt. D. M. Bluett), two platoons of which were in jolting House Support
and two at the Butte. This relief was effected during the night in spite of heavy shelling, the
remnant of "C," "A" and "D" Companies being then organized into three platoons under Sergt. H.
Jenkinson, Sergt. T. C. Wilkinson, and Sergt. H. G. Creasey, Lieut. R. H. Adams coming up to take
charge of this detachment. The same night Judge Copse was rushed by three platoons of the 9th
Devons, and thus the whole of the objectives of the attack were secured. The enemy persisted in
heavy shelling of the captured positions during the night, but the expected counter attack did not
take place, and the survivors of the attack commenced to consolidate their gains.”2
“A few men crawled in during the day, and Lambert was overjoyed when Thoroughgood joined him unhurt. The
little man brought news of many chums, and it was a terrible tale. Dozens of mutual friends killed, many more
wounded. Not a single officer untouched. Doctor, Adjutant, Company-Sergeant-Major all killed. Their platoon
officer, a popular subaltern, was lying in a shell hole fifty yards away, with a bullet wound in the neck, with men
for company who would never obey his orders again. Still farther away lay the Company Commander, grievously
wounded by a bullet that had smashed its way into his body, and emerged near the collar-bone.
Few dared to move in the daylight. Shells fell every few seconds and deadly snipers took toll of men who exposed
themselves. Heroes defied death dozens of times, and chief among them modest, cheerful, lion-hearted Tantum,
R.A.M.C. attached H.A.C. He had followed the battalion against orders, and now darted about the stricken field,
despite a nasty hole in his back, bandaging, encouraging or threatening as the case demanded. He had
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previously won the Military Medal, which he never wore, and afterwards received a bar, when the V.C. was the
only fitting decoration.
Daylight slowly faded, and the evening air grew chilly. The little band seemed isolated from the world, and for
hours Lambert resigned himself to eventual capture, until a Welsh Fusilier officer and sergeant crawled into the
trench, and pointed out the direction to be taken when darkness fell. There was no food or drink for the men, but
the reeking fumes of cordite had given them a sickening nausea and no desire for food. The wounded men were
languid with pain, lying half-unconscious in all attitudes.
From all around came moans and an incessant wail from some poor boy, that resembled the lament of a lost
soul. For hours it racked their sensitive nerves.
"S-t-r-e-t-c-h-e-r B-e-a-r-e-r H-A-C. Oh! God! Will nobody come? Mother! Oh! Mother."
Lambert writhed in mental agony; the hopelessness of the position hurting him almost beyond endurance.
Stretcher-bearers there were none-not one, came through unwounded. A rush to some unknown spot in the
distance probably meant a bullet, and powerlessness to help if he got through, and alas I there were many men
in similar straits. He howled patience at the top of his voice, but the same cry was the only answer.
Lambert lay on his stomach, watching through the gap in the trench as the light failed. Counter- attacks were
possible and obviously they would not come in the daylight. A slight sound attracted his attention and over the
top of the shell holes to the left of the trench came his platoon officer.
His face was deadly white, a bloody bandage swathed his neck, and his rainproof was soaked with the blood of a
sniper's victim. Slowly and painfully he crawled on his hands and knees, stopping every few yards for fresh
strength.

Map of the attack IWM M5_239

It was deadly dangerous ground and the progress was so slow that Lambert expected the crack of a rifle any
second. Some hand held back the enemy, and the injured man dragged himself along by inches, while Lambert
watched him with fascinated eyes. Right opposite the gap, the officer sank wearily on to his elbows, his head
sagging down into the mud, and Lambert's blood ran cold.
"Keep going, sir, for heaven's sake! They are sniping like hell there. Come on, sir, come on!”
The urgent appeal had its effect. Slowly and painfully the poor fellow struggled on to his hands and knees, and
moving an inch at a time crossed the dangerous gap, to sink exhausted into a muddy "cubby-hole."
He rested for half an hour and then resumed the painful journey to the reserve trenches, and, it being dark, the
scanty remnants of a strong attacking force followed soon after. No words can describe adequately a British
attack, and German defence, in the salient. The operations and number of men were so vast, the successes and
failures so intermingled, that an attempt to describe the technical features would be beyond the limited powers
of any writer and hopelessly boring to the reader.
Impossible as it is to bring a clear picture of these giant operations before the mind, it is not hard to paint the
position of survivors. They had advanced over the enemy ground after losing all officers, and many N.C.O.'s, and
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captured enemy positions at great cost; "supports" had come up to occupy them and all that remained was the
necessity to "get out."
It sounds simple, but several miles of devastated country lay between the new line and the rest "billets," and over
this black and blasted expanse of mud and bog swept a tornado of metal.
In addition, the few uninjured men were almost exhausted after lying in mud for over two days, with little food
and drink, and enduring the indescribable strain produced by modern artillery. The position of the badly
wounded, lying in agony for long hours can be mentioned, but no brain can comprehend it fully.
The Company Commander had to lie in agony for the whole day. Every movement meant terrible pain from the
wound, and as the hours passed his limbs grew cramped and cold, and he became delirious at intervals. Several
privates were with him and did their utmost to keep him warm, but the wound was too terrible to admit of
much relief, and they could only murmur futile words of comfort, or shift him gently when a position became
intolerable.
All rank faded into insignificance in the face of suffering almost too great to bear, and the death that might
meet them all at any minute. A corporal bandaged his stricken captain as skilfully as possible and shifted him to
another position with the gentleness of a woman, while the officer nestled up to him like a poor stricken child
“Get close!" he murmured. "It keeps me warm, I'm cold-cold."
Man after man attempted the dangerous job of trying to find non-existent stretcher-bearers or stretchers, but
none of them were able to return, and when darkness fell the remaining corporal, with his commander's arm
round his neck, practically carried him inch by inch to the trench occupied by the remnants of the company.
Once again efforts were made to find a stretcher, but the search was hopeless, and the poor officer could not lie
on a makeshift of puttees wound between rifles.
There was nothing for it but for the corporal to continue his merciful task of carrying the officer to the distant
Aid Post, a journey of infinite torture to both. From first to last it took sixteen hours, and the corporal obeying
the most necessary order to remove his equipment was later fined sixteen shillings for doing so! This is one
instance of hundreds, and there were cases where wounded men lay in their blood for three days before help
could reach them.
Meanwhile the survivors shivered through hours of rain, mud and misery. Trembling in every limb, they leaned
listlessly against the trench wall too exhausted in mind and body to talk or heed the continual explosions. One of
these ended a friendship, so common in the Army-sudden, strengthening daily, and ending in separation and
suffering. After the foul fog of chemical fumes had drifted away, Lambert noticed Thoroughgood lying at the
bottom of the trench.
"My arm's gone!" he murmured, “my arm's gone!"
"No! No!" his friend replied huskily. "It's a 'Blighty' one. Your arm's still there; stick it, old boy. Hi! Pass the word
for a stretcher-bearer!” A man hurried down the trench and the poor little man was examined, and the crushed
shoulder blade tenderly dressed.
Lambert choked as they led him away.
“A ’Blighty' one," he gurgled. “Soon be home with that little woman now. Cheeri-o! "
Hurried consultations took place in the darkness. Every officer had gone on a longer or shorter journey, and the
initiative rested with a sergeant and several corporals. They grasped the terrible situation manfully: men were
sent to Brigade for instructions and rations, and volunteers were requested to carry down wounded.
A loose-limbed youngster, who showed little sign of the prolonged agony, bravely stood forward and did
splendid work during the night, carrying down stretcher cases after shedding his heavy equipment and rifle. His
reward did not appear in the Gazette, but it is graven in many a memory!
.
Lambert tried to volunteer but nature rebelled. Every limb was aching and refused to work. A deadly nausea
had seized him and waves of sickness swept over him periodically. The days of strain, privation and excessive
energy had thoroughly exhausted his older system, and the tin hat on his head seemed to be crushing out all
sense. ”1
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Oct. 10th

“During October 10th the position was further consolidated. The shelling was still continuous and
the casualties many, though the sniping from various pill-boxes was greatly reduced with the aid of
Lewis guns. Thanks to the devoted courage of the stretcher bearers many wounded were collected
during this period. Pte. Tanton, R.A.M.C. (attd. 2nd H.A.C.), took a leading part in this work, and
personally brought in a number of wounded until himself hit, for which gallant action he received a
bar to his Military Medal.
The casualties in these operations had included the following:
KILLED.:
Capt. E. F. H. Murray, D.C.M. (Adjutant).
Capt. E. T. Gaunt, R.A.M.C. (Medical Officer).
Capt. D. Brunton.
2nd Lieuts, R. G. Goddard, P. C. Blissett, R. Meldrum, R. C. D. Moore, S. C. East.
WOUNDED: Capt. F. A. Garrett.
2nd Lieuts. S. A. Thompson, C. J. Corbett, H. B. Belder, M. Foyle, L. J. Shelbourne, F. A.
Kup.
Killed.
Wounded.
Missing.
Officers
..
8
7
Other Ranks
49
189
42
2
(Almost all the "Missing" were afterwards reported killed.)”
“From a great distance, a voice reached his dulled mind and mechanically he followed along the trench. Some
unknown friend assisted him up the steep steps, and staggering from side to side he followed in the wake of a
few men, in little better condition than himself.
They had to find the way in the darkness across "No Man's Land," to "Jolting Horse" Trench. During the attack
great fissures had been blown in the tape, and the party wandered about like a rudderless ship. The terrain was
devoid of landmarks; no stars or moon were out (fortunately in many respects) and right across the district ran
the wide swamp, deep in treacherous mud. The party tried several paths across it, to find them impassable after
many men had sunk to their waists. Time after time, plucky fellows waded in and had to be lugged out forcibly,
and all the time shells shrieked over them at regular intervals, and machine guns sent streams of bullets
sweeping across the ground.
Success rewarded their persistent efforts and the men filed through a swampy path. Half had started when wild
shouts for help pierced the darkness. They fell unheeded. The men had borne too much to stop. Again they were
howled out, and this time with a personal appeal that could not be disregarded.
“Help! For God's sake," came the shout, ending in a wail. “Are the H.A.C. going to let a fellow drown?”
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Half a dozen men stopped and hurried along to the source of the noise. It came from a man in the Durham Light
Infantry, buried deep in the mud. He was already up to his chest and only his outstretched arms were saving him
from a dreadful death. It took six men twenty minutes to pull him inch by inch from the treacherous mire.
This interruption over, the party crawled on, stopping constantly to pick up the lost trail. Falls were frequent,
holes abounded, and debris was everywhere. Every few seconds Verey lights rushed into the sky, and the men
stood stock still until the glare faded. Showers of bullets usually followed, and shells burst intermittently.
For some hours fortune smiled on them, and the enemy did not appear to have observed them, but suddenly a
storm of shells burst in their midst, and hell broke loose. They staggered on doggedly for a few minutes, hoping
that there would be a respite, but none came and the men sank down on the sodden earth, heaving and shaking
with the terrific explosions, and waited wearily.”1

“Dawn was breaking as they fell into" Jolting Horse" Trench, and throughout the day they lay exhausted in any
cover they could find, except when they were detailed for fatigues that took them out into the down- pour of
rain, and heavier particles. Reaction set in rapidly and Lambert, ill and sick, crawled under a large baulk of
timber like a beaten dog, and lay like dead for hours, entirely oblivious of the world outside.
The scene at "The Mound" the next night is too ghastly for description. Thousands of wounded had been brought
to the Aid Post, until the dug-outs were filled to overflowing, and perforce the poor fellows had to lay outside.
The Germans had "strafed" it unmercifully, killing doctors, and many men, and converting the whole area into a
shambles. How Lambert got along the duck-board track to Hooge Crater he never knew. Nature had mercifully
thrown a veil over feeling, and his limbs worked mechanically. Throughout the night he toiled on, staggering
from side to side like a man in the last stages of intoxication. Dozens of times he tripped over boards, fell with a
crash and lay prone for several minutes. Now and again he stepped off the boards into the mud, which sucked at
him greedily, and only instinct inspired the effort necessary to extricate himself.
Eleven hours after leaving" Jolting Horse" Trench, he was assisted out of a limber at Zillebeke Lake. He was
plastered with mud from head to foot; his face was yellow and lined like an old man's, five days' growth of
stubble was on his chin; his rifle was unrecognisable, and was covered from muzzle to butt with a layer of evilsmelling mud, while his puttees had fallen with the weight and clung round his boots like great bowls.
Beach Thomas summed up his dreadful appearance when he said: "The men coming out of the trenches at Ypres
were like men risen from the dead!"
A certain number of the battalion had been kept behind, and had waited all night for the survivors who dribbled
in. Lambert fell into the arms of his oldest friend, the tenor singer, who helped him along to some mud bivouacs,
brought him hot tea, and only recognised him by his voice.
The drink revived him to some extent, and sitting on a mud bank he gazed wearily around. Little knots of men
were dotted here and there, talking spasmodically, their faces working with emotion. A tall company
commander was striding up and down, hands behind his back and chin down on his breast. Somebody saw
Lambert and hurried up to him.
"Where's Roberts, Brown, Carter?” he asked. "I dunno," murmured Lambert dully.
The questioner subsided on to the bank, and burst into a flood of tears.
Several men led Lambert to a cavern, and peeled him of boots, puttees and socks, but he was asleep before they
had finished.”1
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Detail Broodseinde, Becelaere,Mosaic of II Anzac Corps Front Line 15/12/1917
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